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and a " lifer " and that was all about it. And anyway,
it was splendidly worth while.
For one glorious week, Ireland had been free ... and
then back she went to stories of that wonderful time,
of the night-scouting and the trench in Stephen's
Green and the machine-gun on the Shelbourne and how
they were forced to retreat into the College of Surgeons.
And how they could have held out for days, and the
shock and grief of the order to surrender on that
Sunday morning when I had run up and down London
trying to find out if she was really dead. And she told
of the executed colleague who had marched with her
down Thomas Street where Emmet had been hung a
hundred years ago, for the same cause, by the same
power. They had discussed together what seemed to
them the only doubtful point in the immediate future :
whether they would be shot or hung.
This rebel had a very strange story. He had been in
the past for many years a private in the British Army.
In India long ago he had met another Irish soldier, who
told him when next they met he would not be fighting
for England.
In South Africa, years after, he came on him again,
a prisoner condemned to death for fighting with the
Boers against England.
This man made such an impression on the other Irish
soldier, awakening in him such a sense of shame to be
found on the side of Empire and the conquistadores and
oppressors of Ireland, that he got away from the Army
as quickly as possible and joined the growing rebel
army in Ireland. Now he, too, had been shot.
At the end of twenty hurried minutes of rapid talk
we said good-bye for the next four months, and the
oddly becapped head disappeared from the window,
vanishing into what unimaginable scenes of dullness,
dinginess and squalor.